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youth; and opened for him instead of it a view into the transi-
toriness, the discontinuity of man's existence. Hence had arisen
a humorous, flighty, rhapsodical way of thinking about all things,
or rather of uttering the immediate impressions they produced on
him. He did not like to be alone ; he strolled about aU the coffee-
houses and tables-d'hote; and when he did stay at home, books
of travels were his favourite, nay his only kind of reading. Hav-
ing lately found a large circulating library, he had been enabled
to content his taste in this respect to the full; and ere long half
the world was figuring in his faithful memory.
It was easy for him, therefore, to speak comfort to his friend,
when the latter had disclosed his utter lack of matter for the nar-
rative so solemnly promised by him. "Now is the time for a
stroke of art," said Laertes, "that shall have no fellow !
" Has not Germany been travelled over, cruised over, walked,
crept and flown over, repeatedly from end to end ? And has not
every German traveller the royal privilege of drawing from the
public a repayment of the great or small expenses he may have
incurred while travelling ? Give me your route previous to our
meeting; the rest I know already. I will find you helps and
sources of information : of miles that were never measured, popu-
lations that were never counted, we shall give them plenty. The
revenues of provinces we will take from almanacs and tables,
which, as all men know, are the most authentic documents. On
these we will ground our political discussions; we shall not fail
in side-glances at the ruling powers. One or two princes we will
paint as true fathers of their country, that we may gain more
ready credence in our allegations against others. If we do not
travel through the residence of any noted man, we shall take care
to meet such persons at the inn, and make them utter the most
•foolish stuff to us. Particularly, let us not forget to insert, with
all its graces and sentiments, some love-story with a pastoral bar-
maid. I tell you it shall be a composition, which will not only
fill father and mother with delight, but which booksellers them-
selves shall gladly pay you current money for.1'
They went accordingly to work; and both of them found plea-
sure in their labour. WiLhelm, in the mean time frequenting the
play at night, and conversing with Serb and Aurelia by day, ex-
perienced the greatest satisfaction; and was daily more and more
expanding his ideas, which had been too long revolving in the
same narrow circle.

